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This is a story about the Texas Plains People By ZANE GREY
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Everybody needs it—
stored for emergency in a
\\'C“'de\'elopfd, \‘.’C“-pl’t‘.-
served, well-nourished

body and brain.
Grape-Nuts food stands

preeminent as a builder of
this kind of energy. Itis
made of the entire nutri-
ment of whole wheat and
barley, two of the richest
sources of food strength.

Grape-Nuts also includes
the vital mineral elements of
the grain, so much emphasized
in these days of investigation
of real food values.

Crisp, ready to eat, easy to
digest. wonderfully nourishing
and delicious.

“There’s a Reason”
tor Grape-Nuts




